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That all the treafons of thefe cighteene y eares 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

Fetcht from falfe UWowbray their firft head and fpring. 
Further I fay and further will maintaine 
V pon his bad life,to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke of <] letters death, 

Snggeft his loone beleeving adverfarks, 

And confequently like a Traytor Coward, 

Sluc’d out his innocent foule through ftreames of blood; 
Which blood, like facrificing Abels crycs, 

(Even from the tongueleffecavernes of the earth) 

To me for Iuftice, and rough ch a ft icemen t : 

And by the glorious worth of my delcent. 

This arme fhall doe it,or this life be (pent. 

King, How high a pitch his refolution foares ; 
Thomas of AT orfolke,vj h&t fayeft thou to this ? 

Mow. Oh let my foveraigne turnc away his face. 

And bid his eares a little while be deafe. 

Till 1 have told this flander of his blood. 

How God and good men hate fo fowle a Iyer* 

King, Mowbray, impartiall arc our eyes and eares, 
Were he our brother, nay, our Kingdomes heire, 

As he is but our fathers brothers fonne ; 

Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow. 

Such neighbour-ncerenefle to ourfacred blood, 

Should nothing priviledge him, nor partialize 
The unftooping hrmenefle of our upright foule. 

He is our fubiect (Mowbray) fo art thou. 

Free Tpeech and feareleffe/I to thee allow. 

Mow. Then Bullingbrootj* as low as tothy heart, 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thoulyeft; 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calliee, 

Disburft I to his Highnefle fouldiers • 

The other part referv’d Ibyconfent, ; ; 

For that my foveraigne Liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deare account. 

Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queenc: 

Now fwallow downc that lye-Fpr Gutters death. 





^‘"TricnaTd tfie JeconA. 

I flew him not ; but (to mineowne difgrace) 
Neglefied my ftvorne dutyin that cale : 

For you my Noble Lord ofLancafter, 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once I did lay an ambufh for your life, 

A trefpafle that doth vex my grieved foule; 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

I did confefleit,and exactly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon, and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault: as for the reft appeal’d. 

It iffues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant,and moft degenerate Traytor, 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, * 

And enterchangeably hurle downemy gage, 

Vpon this overweening Traitors foot, ’ 

To prove my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Even in the beft blood chamber'd in his bofome. 

In hafte whereof moft heartily I pray 
Your Highnefle to afflgneour tryall day. 

King. Wrath kindled Genlemen be rul’d by me : 

Let spurge this choller without letting blood : 

This we preferibe , though no Phyfition. 

I>eepe malice makes too deepe incifton. 
Forget,forgive,conclude,and be agreed. 

Our Do<ftors 6y, this is no time to bleed. 

Oood Vncle,let this end where it begun> 

Wee l calme the Duke of Mrfilkfwxm your fonne . 

be amake-peace fhall become my aoe. 
Throw downe(my fonne)the Duke ofW 0 r/JWaee. 
And Norfolk* , thtow downe his. J 8 8 
G aunt. Harry when? obedience bids, 
Obedience bids, I fhould not bid agen. 

^g.Norfo Ike thtow downe, we bid jthere is no boote 
^owMy felfe I throw (dread SoyemigneW thv foot 
Myiife thou command, but not my 

SS m ^ at -y o ( ve s>butmyfai re name : - 

TnJ 8 i h that lives upon my grave o*. 

Todarke diftoiiours ufe, thou fltalt not have. 


I 


